


I’m falling away inside, standing on a cliff...looking down into 
the crashing waves, below. 


Rain peppers my face as I turn to the sky. Sometimes, I see his 
ship sailing far out at sea... 


And...sometimes...I stand alone with only the roiling, 
blackened skies, the wind and those birds brave enough to 


weather this land...for company. 


No matter. I will continue to wait, whether in sun, rain, storm 
or snow because I know it has to be that... 


Somehow, some way, one day...he will come back to me... 





